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SHEPPEY: Come on, Ada.   To show there's no ill feeling.

[He leans forward and she puts up her face.   They fa'ss

one another gently on the kps.
MRS. MILLER: It makes me feel quite foolish.
SHEPPEY: What 'ave you got for supper to-night?
MRS. MILLER: Well, I've made a cottage pie.
SHEPPEY: D'you know what I'd fancy?
MRS. MILLER: No.
SHEPPEY: I'd fancy a couple of kippers.  You know I always

'ave liked kippers.
MRS. MILLER: I know you 'ave.  I'll tell you what I'll do-

I'll run out in a little while and get them for you.

SHEPPEY: You're sure it's not too much trouble?

MRS. MILLER: It's no trouble at all. Now you just sit down
in your chair. See if you can 'ave forty winks.

SHEPPEY: All right.

MRS. MILLER: I won't disturb you till supper's ready. We'll
*ave it the moment Florrie and Ernie come back.

SHEPPEY: I don't mind telling you that I shall enjoy a bit

of a rest.
MRS. MILLER: I'll draw the blind.

[She goes to the window and Hoes this. She goes e>///.
SHEPPEY sits down in the winged grandfather*s chair,
so that he is hidden from sight. The stage is darkened
to show the passage of a couple of hours.

[When the scene grows a littk lighter', night has fallen.
Through the blind is seen the light of an arc lamp in
the street. The chair in which SHEPPEY is sleeping
/s vaguely discernible. There is a knock at the door.
No answer comes from SHEPPEY and the knock is
repeated.

SHEPPEY: Come in. [The door is not opened^ Come In. [H*
gets up.} I thought I 'eard a knock.